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But pointing her finger at the dead body of the Duke d'Andria, she made answer:
"Fool! what think you I can have to fear now ?"
And, to make a seeming of being no more terrified, she sought to recall a song-tune she had sung many a time as a girl, and began humming the same, or rather hissing it, betwixt her teeth.
The Prince, furious to see how she defied him, did now prick her with his point in the belly, crying out:
"Ah! S<porca <puttaccia!"   (Fie!   Filthy trull!)
Exultant, she stayed her singing, and said:
" Sir, 'tis two years sithence I have been to confession."
At this word the Prince of Venosa bethought him how that, an if she died and were damned, she might return by night and drag him down to Hell along with her. He asked her:
cc Will you not have a Confessor ?"
She did ponder an instant, then shaking her head:
" 'Tis useless. I cannot save my soul. I repent me not. I cannot, and I will not, repent. I love him! I love him! Let me die in his arms/'
With a quick movement, she did thrust the sword aside, threw her on the bleeding corse of the Duke d'Andria, and lay clipping her dead lover in her arms.